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He was going to be sick. It had washed over him as soon as Taylor turned and pointed at him for the big finish 
of Rock and Roll. And they still weren't done. He eased his way through Ramble On, forcing the bile back down 
his throat. And then all he had to do was get through Best Of You. He stood at the mic and couldn't hold it 
back any longer. Tears came. He could feel all 86,000 pairs of eyes on him, boring down, expecting him to 


deliver again. 
"Come on," he thought to himself. "Four more minutes. You can do this. You want to do this. Four more 


minutes and it will be over." He gave himself a pep talk As his breathing slowed, the din of the crowd died until 
all he heard was his own heartbeat. 


"Psst" 
That doesn't sound like a heartbeat. 


"DI" A hushed yell. 


Dave turned and Taylor was staring at him. 


"You got this. Come on" 


Dave gave him a weak smile. Leave it to Taylor to be able to read him like an open book. He could see Dave 


was teetering on the edge and he reeled him back in. It was all Dave needed to hear. 


Without another moment's delay, he was back to himself, yelling and taunting the crowd before he began the 


song. 


After they all took a bow and Chris and Nate quickly made their exit, Taylor hovered for a moment, taking 
another bow and waving, before he too made for the exit. Dave lingered a few more moments, taking it all in, 
marveling at the paths he'd chosen in life that brought him to this place. And then the bile was tickling the 
back of his throat again. 


The front man made a beeline for the exit now, catching up with Taylor and passing him. 
"You okay?" 
"Bathroom, need to find the fucking bathroom! I'm gonna barf!" Dave mumbled frantically. 


One of the guards at the stadium pointed it out for him and Dave rushed in, found a stall and skidded into it 
on his knees. He proceeded to empty the contents of his stomach, his back arching inward, body convulsing as 
he wretched. Exhausted by the two hour show and now, by his body-racking vomiting, he turned and sat on 


his ass, leaning against the cool, concrete wall and drawing his knees up to his chest. 
His mind could not rest, however, and began harassing Dave with random images. 


Dave was fourteen and playing guitar in a friend's basement. Dave was seventeen and walking away from his 
high school for the last time. At twenty-one, he was meeting Kurt and Krist for the first time. At twenty-six, 
he was holding a guitar and singing in front of a crowd. At twenty-eight, he was learning a huge lesson about 
life and love. At twenty-eight again, finding a kindred spirit and learning to love and trust again. And now, at 
thirty-nine (THIRTY-FUCKING-NINE)), feeling so overwhelmed by life, that he's sitting on the dirty floor of the 
men's room at Wembley Stadium, suffering a break down Way to go, Grohl. Honestly. Okay, if he was going to 
be honest here, it wasn't the events of his life that were freaking him out. They were part of it, but it was 


more than that. Something much larger and scarier than that. 


When he heard the door swinging open, he hurried to wipe his face and stand up. Before he could get to his 
feet, however, he saw two other feet enter the room. Feet clad in white tennis shoes and white socks with 
bare, hairy chicken legs. Dave couldn't stop the smile and the huff from escaping his lips. Nor could he stop 


the churning inside his now empty stomach. 


"D? Are you in here?" Tay called quietly. 


"I'm here." Dave's voice cracked and he cursed himself. 
"Ya okay? Come out here. Unless you're still up-chucking." 


"Tay, can | just be alone for a minute?" Dave asked quietly. He had the oddest feeling that he was asking for 
something he didn’t really want. 


"You were alone for a few minutes. Now, I'm here. Open" 

Dave reached up and slid the lock on the stall door. It swung open to reveal him still on his butt on the floor. 
"Buddy. Damn." Taylor was now squatting in front of the stall and looking at Dave with sympathetic eyes. It was 
one of the things that drew Dave to the man he called his best friend; his sensitivity. Sure, there were times 
when he could act like a real asshole but there were also times when he could be the most understanding, 
unassuming, just-what-|-need-right-now shoulder to lean on. Now was one of those times. 

Taylor stood back up and pulled a handful of paper towels from the dispenser and ran them under the cold tap. 
"Here." 

Dave took them and wiped his face. "Thanks." 


"Wanna talk about it? You just lost it out there. What's going on?" 


"| don't know. Just freaked. Couldn't hold it together anymore. Got a smoke?" He muttered. Meanwhile, that 


errant, disobedient mind of his was imagining himself falling into his best friend's arms. 


Taylor grinned and pulled a pack from his pocket. "Course, but you gotta get out of that stall first. Let's go 


find a couch or something." 
"No, no. | don't want to see anybody else just yet. Just want a bit of quiet." With you, he thought. 
"Okay, here then. Take the pack, I'll find another." And Taylor started to stand again 


"Wait, T. You can stay." Dave stood up and made his way out of the stall only to lower himself again, against 


the far, empty wall now. Taylor lowered his back along the wall until he was seated next to Dave. 
"You can tell me anything, D. You know that, right?" 


Anything, Taylor? Are you sure about that? Dave lowered his glance and said quietly, "I know. And | would. But | 
can't figure it out quite yet. | was nervous all night, don't get me wrong, but manageable, you know? But when 
| was behind your kit and Jimmy and Jonesy were standing there, | just started to unravel. And you. | was 
watching you kill it and when you turned back to me with that smile of yours, | nearly froze." 


"What? Why?" 
Dave took a long drag. Why? Because | think I'm in love with you. "Beats me." 


Taylor didn't reply. What was he going to say? So the two of them sat in peaceful silence, each lost in their 
thoughts, pulling on their cigarettes. 


‘Can | tell you something corny as fuck?" Dave asked quietly, thinking of a way to lead into it. If Taylor took his 


cue. 
“Sure. And | won't even make fun of you this time." 
"You taught me how to love and trust someone again, after Jenn and me divorced." 


Taylor inhaled sharply. This is exactly what he wanted to hear but now he felt shaky. Play it off, Hawkins. 
Maybe now's not that best time. "That's sweet, Dave, but what did | have to do with it?" 


"| don't know, really. | just mean that, afterward, | felt alone and bitter and angry. But, as weird as it sounds, | 
began to open up again when | met you. You just have that easy-going thing about you, makes it easy to love 


you." 


"Why, Dave, are you hitting on me? Is that what this is about? Are you lovesick?" Taylor chided him, knowing 
it was the wrong thing to do. Knowing that this was huge for Dave, admitting this to him. But he couldn't stop 
the words from tumbling from his mouth. As he could have predicted, Dave closed himself off again. 


"Shut up. Forget | even brought it up." Dave groaned as he jerked his shoulder away from Taylor. 

"I'm teasing! | get what you're saying." 

"Uh huh." 

"But you mean this in a total dude, guy friend way, right?" 

"Of course!" Dave huffed again and ran his fingers through his damp hair. Really, Grohl? Just fucking tell him, 
already! Put yourself out of your misery. He dared lift his eyes to look at Taylor. The blonde wore an 
expression of ..of what? Dave couldn't decipher this look on his best friend's face and it affected him a lot 


harder than it should have. He felt his stomach tighten and a stinging wetness in his eyes again. Aw, fuck. 
Again? 


"| don't know what's going on with you, buddy, but turn off the waterworks. Nobody likes a dude that cries all 
the time.” Taylor told him in a soft voice as he slid an arm around Dave's shoulders and pulled the man against 


his side. He put his cigarette between his lips and used his free hand to swipe a thumb across Dave's cheeks. 


The last of Dave's resolve crumbled and he clung to Taylor, throwing an arm over the drummer's lap and 


burrowing his head into his shoulder. 
"I'm sorry, T. l'm such a fucking nutbag here." 


"Is okay, babe. Nervous breakdowns can't be scheduled. And besides, | guess | owed you, right?" Taylor was 
refering to his own breakdown in 2001 when Dave had supported him. 


"You don't owe me shit." 


| know | don't owe you anything for what happened, | was just joking. But what about all the years after that? 
When you finally decided | was trustworthy again? Could have written me off, told me to get lost, you know?" 


"Nah, | couldn't have done that." 
"Why not? | fucked everything up for you, for the band." 


"No, you didn't. The fucked up band was partially responsible for what happened. And besides, | lo- | mean, | 
wasn't gonna bail on my friend when he needed someone." Dave cringed. So easy to joke and tell the man he 
loved him on a stage surrounded by thousands of people but here, surrounded only by Taylor, the words felt 


so uncomfortable in his mouth. 
"Ah, is that it?" 


Dave didn't reply but instead, lit another cigarette. He found himself inching down until he stretched out on his 
side, using Taylor's thigh as a pillow. Taylor's hand rested gently on Dave's bicep. The pair remained silent and 
eventually, Dave felt a finger rubbing small circles on his arm. His entire body tensed under the feather light 
touch as if it was a ton of electrified bricks. Dave could force the tension in his face to disappear, he could 
urge his shoulders and chest to relax. He could even work out the rigidity in his legs. But there was one part 
of him he couldn't reign in. And so he was on his feet in an instant, praying that Taylor didn't catch on. Okay, 
so his drummer didn't feel the same as Dave did. He cared about Dave, sure, but he didn't feel anything more 
than friendship or brotherly love for him. 


"I think l'm ready to go out there now.’ 
Taylor remained on the floor, peering up at the man. "Dave, it's okay. Really. | get it” 


"What do you mean? What do you get?" Dave stammered. He felt his face burning crimson now over the 


thought that Taylor had caught on. 


| think you love me." Taylor said simply, not moving from his seat against the wall. That, alone, was pissing 


Dave off. 


"You know | do." Dave huffed and, again, raked fingers through his hair. Jesus, why was he calling him out like 
this, embarrassing him? Fuck him for reading his mind again! Couldn't they both just forget it and go on with 
their lives? 


"Sit down here, please." 


"No! You honestly think | love you like that? Come onl" Deny it! Yes, that will work! Keep denying it and it will go 
away. Eventually. 


| do honestly think that, yes. Think about it, D. Just think about it; all those years and all those moments. And 


| mean, you just said it" 
"Like a friend, Taylor! Like a brother, even!" 


"Are you sure?" Taylor asked and gave a tilt to his head. His eyes sparkled and his hair shifted, catching the 
light and glowing. Dave watched it and was mesmerized. He wanted to drop to his knees and take the golden 
softness in his hands and rub his face in it. 


"Yes! Yes..yes." Dave had shouted and then repeated himself softer and tried to say it again but his voice 
caught and it came out as a hoarse whisper. 


At that point, Taylor knew another of Dave's layers had been broken down. "Please sit back down here." 
Without pause or argument, Dave returned to his spot against the wall, alongside Taylor. 


"If you ever find the right words, I'll listen" The blonde said quietly. He knew it was an awful hint. He wanted to 
say the right words, himself, but they just wouldn't come. 


Again, the singer refused to respond He wanted to blurt it out but he just didn't -couldn't- bring himself to 
admit that what he felt for Taylor was more than friendship. Dave decided on an experiment, maybe that 
would help. He slid down and laid his head in Taylor's lap again. This time, the blonde refrained from touching 
him. Dave closed his eyes. How did this feel? It felt nice, he admitted It felt warm and peaceful. Slowly, he 
extended an arm and touched a lone index finger against Taylor's calf. Then another finger and another until his 
hand was wrapped around the skinny leg. The hand began to drift up, over the knee to the thigh and stopped at 
the hem of the man's shorts. Taylor's skin was warm, stubbled with hair and touching it made Dave feel good. 
He felt a sense of calmness and even a bit of confidence, like Taylor's was a body he knew exactly how to 
touch and please. When he gathered the courage to glance up again, into Taylor's face, he found his head tilted 


back against the concrete wall and his eyes closed. Dave realized Taylor was holding his breath. 
"T?" He began softly. 


"Hmm?" 


"What you said before? | guess it's true." 
"What?" 
"The reason | freaked out. The reason | came in here and puked my guts out 


"Which is?" The blonde gently prodded. He wasn't going to make the same mistake twice. This time, he'd get 


Dave to open further instead of shutting down again 


"Maybe | am lovesick. l.l have feelings..for..for you." It seemed to take forever to get through one simple 


sentence. Dave turned his head, ripping his stare from Taylor's chin. 


The drummer lowered his own gaze to stare at the head in his lap. Taylor knew it took a huge amount of 
trust for Dave to admit that and it was probably the most he was going to get out of him for right now. He 
pressed shaking fingers to Dave's cheek in an effort to get him to turn his face toward him again. When their 
eyes met, Taylor smiled as his fingers stroked the cheek. The drummer bent his head and touched his 
forehead against Dave's. Both men closed their eyes as Taylor nuzzled his face against Dave's. Just a fluttery, 


light touch of nose against nose, cheek against cheek and finally, lips against lips. 


"Be sick no more, D" 


